206                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

CCXLV.

PARIS, November 2, 1861.
MY eyes are so bad that I did not recog-
nize you at once, the other day. Why do
you come into my district without warning
me ? The man who was with me, asked
who the lady was who had such beautiful
eyes. I spend all my time working like a
nigger for my master, whom I shall see in a
week. The perspective of a week of knee
breeches frightens me a little. I have a
good book for you. My memory is failing,
as I sent to the binder a volume whereof I
had another copy. You see what you gain
by this. When we meet we will talk of
metaphysics. I like the subject because it
may not be exhausted. Good-by, dear
friend.

CCXLVL

COMPIEGNE, November 17, i86t.
DEAR friend, we are to be here until the
24th.    It was his Majesty, the King of Por-
tugal, who prevented us from  having  the
festivals which we were preparing.     Theyriend; I have had the temer-
